And there was Longlegs straddling,

And hearkening was he,
To distant Echo thrilling back

A thin * Coo-eel'

THE OGRE
*Tis moonlight on Trebarwith Sands,
And moonlight on their seas,
Lone in a cove a cottage stands
Enclustered in with trees.
Snuffing its thin faint smoke afar
An Ogre prowls, and he
Smells supper; for where humans are,
Rich dainties too may be.
Sweet as a larder to a mouse,
So to him staring down,
Seemed the small-windowed moonlit house,
With jasmine overgrown.
He snorted, as the billows snort
In darkness of the night,
Betwixt his lean locks tawny-swart,
He glowered on the sight.
Into the garden sweet with peas
He put his wooden shoe,
And bending back the apple trees
Crept covetously through;
Then, stooping, with an impious eye
Stared through the lattice small,
And spied two children which did lie
Asleep, against the wall.
Into their dreams no shadow fell
Of his disastrous thumb
Groping discreet, and gradual,
Across the quiet room.
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